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| RIES, Taurus, Geminig dm. 
cet, Leo, Virgo, Libra, Scor- 
pio, Sagittarius. Capricorhus 

Aquarius and Piſces. oil! 

5 Hob. What are all 

Sir, Mens Names. 
"Bomb. Ves; Boy's Names; my Errand - 
Boys, Mercurial Lads, that will travel to the. 
B fix'd 


mp They do ſo, on the Wings of Fan- 
cy and Imagination? they are uſeful Crea- 


tures, and will dg as they are bid, Jike Ne 


Fug on 1 — that will un, 920 


„ fay, unſay, wear, unſwear; that are 
b be kneaded like [Dough into what Form 
you pleaſe: They fs roteus' 5, and will 
take any Figu e to X77 
558. 1 4 ge Aae ;"I fincy 
they'd make good Pals de . But, 
hark Sir! 1 have dene the hmʒ ?: 
ary How ! why what haſt thou done ? 
"nothing to ſpeak of neither; 
gon. ay 


all Sort of 1 in Perjury, 
Blaſphemy and Murder, that's all. 


Bomb. Is that all, why that's done * 


Day; Foibles, Tycho, only7Foibles, and what 
Gentlemen do frequently, tisn't minded; 


a Man muſt be wicked now: ALdays, if he's 
ef any Figure in the World to keep himſelf 
in Countenance, tis the Times, Vice. and Fa- 
ſhion ; if thou had'ſt been rich and powerful, 

— have become thee better; thou haſt 
loſt <7; PR _ ey Vices * being a Beg- 
= mo 


E 
” - =y 
„ »» 
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Hb. Loſt the Grace, _ why can Villany 
be graceful eas K 

Bond. 1585 Tyke,” gilt o'er eh Title, 
ſtamp'd b golden and of Power; tis 
that trap hots Vice and makes it Laws 
dable : Poverty is a poor, naked Folly and 
ſhews Men worſe than they ate, whi e Vil: 
lains wrapt in Fr. appear better. 

Tych. Are you ſure you are right, Sir? 

. mb. Ay, ay, aſk all the wiſe World ; 
yes, yes, tis a fix d immutable Truth, and 
will laſt till Doom's-Day. 

Tych. Why then Virtue, I N 
look d upon as a fooliſh, idle Thing. 

Buh Ves, and Wiſdom too; for Vice 

and Folly only are faſhionable. 

cb. Why L always thought [that Wit 
dom and Virtue Wks the chief Ornaments 
of human Nature. wy 

Bomb. They are ſq, but e faſh Diable 
World don't K it; and Virtue is not ſo 
fenc'd to be a Bulwark againſt the rancorous 
Malice of Evil-minded' Ignorance,” as -the 
malicious World can't bear Pre-eminence 
out of their own Poſſeſſion. r 

Heb. For ever torturing their Invention 
how to blacken fair Virtue, I ſup oſe. 

Bamb. Yes, and to ſtain it to their own 
Complexion, they 11 ſurtound the good Man, 
1055 hold him at Bay, and with the Poifon 

. — 
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of their "Tongues ſoil his Reputation till 
*tis as black as their own. 

Deb. Why, Sir, according to your way 
of - oning, aur Quality are in the Right, 
and tis a Folly to be virtuous; tis only en- 
creaſing our Enemies and ſetting the whole 
World againſt us. 

Bomb. Tis ſo; Virtue and 1 are 
Buts for Ignorance and Malice to ſhoot at. 
Bab. Why, then Scandal is the Tax that 
good Men pay to the * ent , A 
dalous Part of Mankind. | 

: Bomb. Fes 

Bob. Why, Sir, if a Man has 4 5 e Tere 
ritories in the Kin; om of Virtue he muſt 
expect to pay the King's Tax? 

Bomb. 15 true, the Depravi of our Na- 
tures have made it 7 le for 2 
Wicked to = in e en 
common Enemy. | 
Vb. The virtuous Man 

Homb. Ves, till they —.— him dawn to. 
their own Fame, or rather Infamy; yet 
ſome there are that Tongue nor Ten e can 
wound. 0 

Hb. Very few of thote, Sir. TD 

Bomb, Very few, indeed; yet there's none 

that has Grew | d, the Venom of many ran- 


corous PREY; raſcally Scribblers 
and 2 k-woundin 15 neceſſitous 
Rogues, who, daily write out the Malice of 


their 
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their wicked Hearts; they — Me- 
rit from two Motives ; one is to ſtain her 
Brow, to bring her low in the Eſtimation of 
the World, or that they may adotn their 
own; theſe are the Men that delight more 
in Blots than Beauties, and had A whet 
Men's Paſſions, | to cut and alienate their 
Affections from one another, than admi- 
niſter the Balm of Log and Regs” 


tion. 


Bomb. Ay, and will ; 4 wrong d 
if it hasn't el. .. 1. 

Heß. Tho' perhaps they would diſgrace 
the Halter, the Cart, the Hangman : 

Bomb. Ay, and the Gallows too. Why 
there are Fellows. that will quarrel at their 
own Honeſty if it ever happens. 

Tych. Hark! one Enocks. J 

Bomb. Now to cure the 3 dun 
waſh the Blackmoor white ; but I muſt toil 
in the Cauſe of Victue—Tke, you muſt con- 
firm all I ſay. 

Bob. I 4.25 a pretending pr rophetie Phi- 
hath, who by a criminal Colluſion be- 
tween him and his Servants, robb'd and im- 
7 d upon many Fools, but your Underta- 
ng is ebe for you'll rob no body. 


"00 
e Bomb. 


4 The pon Font Tlrrks; er, 
9 7 Nor derive Th flatter an iy by 
Dilguiſe of a Conjuror ſhall 
Rahn Horſe, to ſhoot Z oh Wed 14 
bk inſt he Follies and baſe Abuſes amongſt 
ann, tho Vice rides triumphant,” and 
ramont. 14 r 
Hg That Shouts lad him as he pak — 
1 ou? n 
Bomb. III ſtop the Bleeding of the 
Wound, if I 5 4 11 
Tych. By holding Folly's Mirror 1 up 
Bomb. Ves; ll ſhew, the Monit er = 
frightful Aſpect, till the Culprit ſhudders at 
his guilty F orm Fly! ſee, who's there. 
lone Enocis. 
- Tych. One of Cupid sDevorees, tis Squire 
Prix. Him that T told you off, up to the 
Head and Ears in Love I believe ; 1 told 
him you'd be e WO 
Bomb. What are the 8 ymptoms? = 
Hob. Why, Sir, he has a moſt piteous 
S 8 Hhollow-ey'd, has a pale 
wan Complexion, and looks quite choak'd 
with Melancholy; I believe Grief has ſtopp'd 
aw Organs for he can Ty * to be 
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Squire. Your Fame, Sir, excited my Cu- 
riolity ; I hear, Sir, you underſtand the Stars 
and Phinets, and the Sky, and can tell Fer. 
une and can tell 41 

Bomb: Sir, I can lk into the dark Abyſß 
of Tine, untl eh tel all Things paſt; and 
then again, I can ſee as far into the future; 
and tell what is to come: That Lam moſt 
profotindly ſkill'd in the hidden Myſteries of 
Science is moſt true. Ja2rr7o.gmAd 

Be. Can you Hear of your Faults withbut 
3 bal dew ty ag IA eu 


— 


Squire. I can. VII 
"Bomb: For Counſel 48 Folly 's deadly: Foe ; 2] 
let me ee — oui: ot: Non 217 


-'Tyeh."Now-fortify'your'*8oub- againſt his 
olodtiiy Proſhgeg0!! 22coment 20k ooo 3 gel 
Bamb. And after I have ſann'deviry Line; 
Mole? Mark, and ſecret Signature; I'Il open 
6 708 the inmoft eee of your Soul; Pods 
e."'Stri{iipe" 30 07 25 Illo a 101 
Tych, For tho the anti. Actions of 
are to be ſolv'id by the plain Canons 
of common Senſe, Aud by 5 common 
Man, yet the Intel ene 
Bomb, Yes, the interibr Receſſes are deep, 
and beyond the Ken ef their Diſcernment, 
and I myſelf alone ein read em. 
Nb. Les, fot at bne View he'll ſee 


oi fl through 


T Foy 
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through the whole. Thread of your Exiſh- 
„ 

bows ah Let me fern . tremble, and; at- 
— -$quire. 0 pray, Sir, go on, lam dad 


indeed. | n 


Bamb. Love a Mind, that's: cant ex'd. 
You trade in-Calumny wee you, 


amzathelaw, Sic: 2 ny. inn no 
Squire. I am ſo. 5000 01 i 78. 

Bamb. And you've not Abilities to fi the 
Employment. "ay 


Hb. But what began in Parts and Ge- 
nius, he'll make up with Induſtry and Aar 


lity. 
5 Fidelity, no, no, no, cata me art 
2 his Profeſſion; filence ! let me ſee farther; 
you overflow With Pride and Vanity, and 
2 N for — from HP which 
is FL Ana 


8 VI&(ID1O. 2; "ods | i a Y 
Sgilire. Nut, n is fille, 1 II 
Bamb. It ſbeyvs the, Defection of your Na- 

tare ; baniſh thoſe criminal Paſſi ions from 

your vain-polluted Heart: 
Deb. Ves, and learn to! live on baba 

Me rit without a Witneſs. 

Ser. Why every Body * an Allay of 


den words Pride 


the Wort unmaſt l. 3 
Pride and Vanity; the greateſt Perſonages 
in the World enjoy it; nay, live upon Flat- 
tery, their Vanity and Ignorance is ſup- 
ported by nothing elſe. = 
Bomb. Silence, I pray, I want not your 
Opinion, that's not your Embaſſy with me; 
ou waſte your Time in Noiſe and Rioting, 
— out your Body at the Expence of 


your Soul. 
Sguire. Sir, I am frail, I confeſs; you're 
very ſevere. 


Bomb. Nay I muſt ſhew you to yourſelf, 
Iam an ill-natur'd Monitor; I am an Advo- 
cate for Truth and Virtue only. - _ 

*Squire,, Sir, I am frail, tis the Condition 
of Humanity.  _ „ top. 
Bomb. You've ſworn like other vain Brag- 
gards that you've been oft engag'd in crimi- 
nal Gallantries and Amours, when you were. 
not, and ſtain'd the unſpotted Virgin with 

Dycb. O Shame, yell thy crimſon'd Viſage 
ut Man, foul Corruption and Tauer! 

Bomb. And other ,curſed Qualities, their 
Nature's Plague and. Paſtime, can you out- 
live ſuch a Diſgrace ? now ſpeak, I am all 
Attention. f e | 
Sguire. The Charge is juſt, Sir, for J have 
oft boaſted of Favours I never receiv d, and 
flander'd Woman that I never knew. 

Tych. Monſter! 


C "Squire 


ry - 


— A, —— ——w2EꝑƷt85 — Ew yu - 
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in their own Delicioufnels. | ; 
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1 Squire, Why; Sir, there's nothing y com- 
mon amongſt the Beaus. 

Bomb. Then they ought to be Ky 4. 

Tych. And damn'd afterwards. 

Rand No the Pt won't take te. 

nizance of ſuch Nothings, Flies at Sugat 
Tubs are more worthy his Notice 80 
on, Sir. | 

Squire. Why, Sir, you muſt know, Sir, 
that my Father, Sir, was a Gentleman of a 
large Eſtate, which put him aboye the Ob- 
ſervance of Ceremony, ſo chat he car'd for 
nothing. 

Tych. But his Eſtate. 
ni Hae, Yes, and thathe left to me mA t as 
moſt young Fellows do, 1 ſpent it in 
ſuit of a painted Buttetfly, a' damn'JFilt bf 
: Beauty, and am Rill, dying for Loxe of 

F OY, Ci | 
Bomb. A meer pee Outſide, — 
one Atom of inward Purity. they 
e pretty Things to lock at, and play with 


ſometimes, but de not too fayiliar with her 


if you'd keep y your Loye alive. 
«Sp are. Sir; the more intimate I am with 
IF cur the more 1 ſhall love and ad- 
mire 1 8 
Heb. Ves, till ſhes granted the 10 Fa- 
bea then her Charms will fade, and ſurfeit 


Bomb. 


* 


* e a 
8 
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: «ak Therefore baſlæ AO no tore 
in her Smiles, for ſhe's a Syſtem of Deceit/ 
under which a Thouſand ill b are 
hd. 2:4 09 
Squire. Sir, She's an Angel; and all that 
belongs to her is Perfection. 

''Fych. Sir, She's a Devil, and all chax be- 
longs to her is Deſtruction. | 
Squire. How do you know?” ' 

Hb. I know the whole Arcana of the! 
Sex, they were form'd in an any Hour, 
and 

Squire. Pray, Sir, ſtop, what muſt Ido * 

Bomb. Why learn to ſubdue your Paſſi- 
ons, lay by your Prejudices, be a Novelty 
amongſt Mankind, and be wonder'd at. 

Tych. Down with * Vanity, and Am- 
bition. 

Squire, Why, Ss; my Pride and Vanity 
went with my Eſtate, and I have no Ambi- 
tion but to marry this. Angel, this Perfection. 

Bomb. Perfection! No, no, that's not the 
Attribute of Woman, 1 tell you ſhe's as frail 
as fair, think no more of her. 

V yh. Beſides you're a Beggar, and the 
World s full of em already, and that ſhould 
be a lawful Impediment in Hymen's * 
Court. | 

Bomb. How can you live with a Wife, 
you ſtarve as you are with your Limbs at 
r and what will you du» when they 

C 2 are 


16 The Fox xrURN-Tritrns; or, 
are manacled with a' Family l that's not the 
Way to e r eee, 
One. | 

"Squire. No, Sir, ſhe has no Eſtate but 
her Charms, which 1 P before all the 
Wealth on the Globe. 

Tych. Her Charms! I tell you they'll pal. 
by Poſlefion, they'll fade like Flowers, and 
wither like untimely Fruit, even while _ 
look on her. 

Bomb. No, no, Wan 

Tych. Conſider, Sir, you are 3 

Bomb. Ay, ay, confider your Poverty; 3 
Poverty, Sir, which — all. Evils, | 
and would you add to it by taking a Wife ? 
Why, tis riveting your Damnation, and 
ſtopping the Chance of Fate. 

Hab. No, let Liberty be your Miftreſs, | 
and to her conſecrate your Vows, there will - 
be Fools enough to marry ; or if there isn't 

'tis no great Matter, nor . u 
was ſtop'd. 

Sgmire. Blaſ hemy! 

| Bomb. You — right Hie, tis ich bet⸗ 
ter not to be than to be miſerable; and if 
Man had been ſtruck out of the Catalogue, | 
or never had been, twould have been _ 
_ for us all. 

Tych. Twould have been better if you. 
Fr: becauſe we have more Pain than 


2 and upon a Ballance are Looſers by 
exiſting 
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exiſting; then Man is the worſt Animal up- 
on the Globe, and moſt of us are a Dien 
to our Maker. 

Squire. I am aſtoniſh'd, what muſt I do? | 

Bomb. Why change your Courſe of Life 
into Induſtry, Frugality, Sobriety, pg 
and every other cardinal Virtue. ; 

Heb. —— that only will make you no⸗ 
ble. 

Bomb. Ves, that will do it without ng 
Help of Heraldry. - | 

ych. That's better than Statues and 61. 
umphal Arches. © 

Squire. What is it you talk of? 

Bomb. Find out the Path to Virtue. "R 
Tych. For you muſt know that every evil 
Way is pav'd with Thorns and Serpents. = 
Bomb. Uſe your e Endeavours to 

be virtuous. 
Tych. Let her be your Aimee to dreſ 


your "M ind by. 25 — knocks. 
Squire. 1 have heard enough, entlemen, 
your Servant. lexit. 


Bomb. See who's at the Door. 

Deb. To your. Books, to your Books, 
Sir, tis Sir John Healthy; 

Bomb. reading) A ſound Faith is the 
beſt Divinity, a good Conſcience the beſt 
Law, Temperance the beſt n and Ho- 
neſty 2 * * Ad ' vag 8. 

ir 
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18 The FoxTuUNz-TELLERS ; or, 5 
Sir John. Ay Sir, I have dy found it * 
lo, and the Sweets of it too ; you reaſon 
well, Sir—Sir, your humble Servant. 
Bomb. Sir, your profound humble Servant. 
Sir John. They tell me you know all 
Things paſt, preſent, and to come; and as 
— a made up my al ortune, I wou'd wil- 


PI my Mind. 

Sir I have contem plated the whole 
Volume of the Univerſe, have taken a Sur- 
vey of the great Round of Nature, and un- 
derſtand every Character in. its whole Circle, 
J have trac'd her through all her dark Ma- 
zes and Receſſes all her dreary Tracts to 
inveſtigate her Compound, that Fancy can- 
not diſtend itſelf, to reach my Conceptions. 

Tych. He has drink with the Man inthe 
Moon, and danc'd with him at a Ball; fan'd 
out the Sun with the broken Feather of a 3 
Peacock's Tail 1 * 4 

Bom. And in again: Then ſto opp p'd him 4 
up with a broad brim'd Hat that 1 keep on 
purpoſe. 

Tych. And turn'd the Stars into Sb. 
balls, and afterwards ſwallow'd em. 

Sir John. What the Devil! Why, Gen- 
tlemen, you're mad. Why! here are more 
Lies than my Wife and — together 
ever told from Coffee-Grounds. 

Bomb. Vet they believe em. 


1 
1 
* 
„ 
- 
AL 
HB 
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Sir vn. Faith I believe they do; nay, 
I am ſure they do, and to that Degree as 
to make themſelves miſerable. 

Deb. Every Thing propheſies to the ſu- 
perſtitious Fool, tho of ever ſo ſhadowy 
and chimerical a Nature. 

Bomb. Let me ſee your Hand you're 
very rich: 

Sir John. Pretty well. 

Bomb. You've accumulated your Wealth 
by F 1 2 Dy rod 1 as moſt Men do. 

- "Ir raud | 

Heß. TR Sir. knock at your Boſom, and 
aſk your Heart that Queſtion, + 
Bomb. You've oppreſs'd the Widow, and 
cheated the Orphan. 

—.——4 Sie I never did. 

* *Tych. Hold, Sir, and firſt dp, 2 Tongue 
in your Heart. 1 1 

Bomb. For if the Clock of the Ton gue be 
not ſet tothe Dial of the Heart, twill go lte 
Sir Pong Sir, Give me Leve. 
He I fay, Sir, you've given too cruel a 
Scope to your Heart when: 56 Spendthrift 
Prodigal was in your Reach. 

Sir Jab. But very ſeldom, Sir, Ifay - 
Bomb. I know what you wou'd fay ; 
there's a Window through you I can read 
Hear e Secrets that are in the Cabinet Wen 
eart. | 
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20 The Fokruns-TzIxxs; or 
„Sir Joby, But pray let me ſpeak: i in-my 


urn, 


Hob. By no Means, Sir, there's a Virtue 
in Sea, and Secrely is | the Key of Pru- 


Bond. And often the Sanctuary of Wit 
dom; dont you know that a wil Man has 
his Tongue in his Heart. 
Hb. And that a Fool has his Heart in 
hi 5 3 from this Moment, Sir, _ 
to. meditate and unlearn.to.talk. 
Bomb. Ves, and ſo grow learned in fleas; 
but if you : will talk let Reaſon be the Pillar, 
and Simmilies the Windows to give it Light. 
Sir John, Why, what the Devil are you 
at? Locks and Keys, and Dials, and Cabi- 
nets ; whether tis from the Goodneſs or Bad- 
Een Feat f that I don't under- 
d you, J can't Pray, Gentlemen, 
pleaſe to ſpeak . to I Man's Un- 
ing, and tellme yourhoneſt Thoughts, 
and what you, think of me. If you can tell 
Fortunes let us ſee a little what you know. 
2: Bomb, My, honeſt Thoughts you ſhall 
have, tho T fear, they will bluſh. in Words, 
and you'll agalterate ſweet cherub Truth. 


2 9 8 . wm" Na Fall: 


£1 


titan his Heart. * 1 
oe John No, No, 1 Ihall hide nothing. 
omb, You — you ve wealth enou 


Hel Without one collateral Eminence. 
Sir John. 
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R In truth I have a great deal of 
oney. 

Banb. Why; tis the Heir of Fortune; d 
the Key to Greatneſs; tis the golden Tin&ure 
that full blows the Fool's 2 and makes 
him aweful to the Ignorant. 

Sir John, And that's ſomething ; " a high 

Gratification to vain Minds to be 5 ght haps 
pier than other People, and the ondiftinguiſhed 
art of the World thinks no Man can want 

Happineſs that don't want Money. 

Tych. Yet Riches in the Poſſeſlion of a Fool 
ever expoſes him to Pride and Luxury, and a 
fooliſh Elation of Heart, and I think honeſt 
Poverty a more eligible Condition. 208 3 

Sir - John. No, you don t think ſo, ſo much 
I am ſure off. | 
Hob. You think ſo becauſe -Intereſt is the 
Chart by which you've ſteer'd yourſelf, 

Bomb. Atid ae Port to all his Deſigns. 

Sir John; And the Port to every Body's De 
ſigns, if they could hit it as I have, and I ſve 
Money enough. 

Tych. And the firſt that ever er thought ſo: 

Bomb. Why then you've nothing to wiſh 
or hope for; why I wou'dn't be cheated! of 
thar Bleſſing for all your Wealth. * 

Sir Jobn. Ves, there is one Thing pr oe 1 
. or, which is ſuch an Allay to my Tran: 
quility, elſe I ſhould be perfectly 

Nas. Why, what _ that be 1 45 
0 i 


22: The FoR TUN E-TETI ERS; or, 
Sir John. 8 tell you, but T mbſt 
whiſper that, I am- | | | 
© Bomb. What? e 
Sir Jobn. Tam afraid of being dhe, there- 
fore I'wifh fora better Conſcience. 


Bomb. Why a good Conſcience to the Soul 


is like Health to the Body, that J confeſs, for i it 
ever preſerves a conftant Eaſe and Serenity. 2 
2 Ty ch. Ay, Sir, and countervails all the Af. 
fictions that can befal us. 

Bomb. Yes, Sir John, that's the Elixir of 
Life; that's the true Philoſopher's Stone; if you 
had had half fo ſtrong a Paſſion and Zeal for 
Juſtice as you had for Rapine and Exaction 1 
might have been happy. 

Hyeb. The Teſtimony of a ack Conlſcitice 
ſhould have been the Meaſure of your Ambition, 
the ultimate End of your Endeavours. 

Bomb. Who wou'd be rich at the Expence 
of his Salvation? 

Sir John. Tis true, hs wou'd indeed. 


Hob. If you was as well fortified with In- 


nocence as Gold 
Bomb. Then you might laugh at 1 e Impo- 
—_ of evil Tongues. 
E Why, I do laugh at- em as tis. 


vou ae do fo, yet all Nur Wealth 


wok ranſom the growing Vulture" of a foul 


18 


Conſcience. 
Bomb. Yes, Sir; tis the 


good Man only that 


can be truly and fubſtantially happy ; ; "tis he 


UC that 
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that 3 himſelf with ſecret Anticipation of 
Joys extatic. 

Sir John. Foul Conſcience]! gnawing Vul- 
ture! Plague 'tisn't ſo. bad as that, I've done 
no Murder; I've been ſharp and oppreſſive with 
the Neceſſitous ſmtimes. 

Tych. There's the galling Wound, tis that 
which rancles, tis that which mutinies in the 
N there's: no Conſolation for you. (a 

Sir. Jahn. Nolan z Had 

Tych. No, Sir, there are Men that don t 
1 what Honeſty means. 

Bomb. And thou art the Man. 

Sir Jobn, Yes, I know it, and the Advanta- 
ges of it. 

Tyeb. If — had, you'd have been ſo out of 
meer Knavery.. 

Bamb. You" ve been always to cunning fa 

yourſelf, - | 

Hob. And the laſt Man. that finds himſelf 
to be found out. 5 
Sir Jahn. Too cnnning.. *for myſelf, why 
haven' t I got a good Eſtate, and 28 robb d 
no body. 5 

Bomb. All the World, Sir, | 

Sir John. How, Sir | 

Bomb. Within the Law, and. yet you” ve 
daub'd your Vice's with ſuch Grace and ſhew 
of Virtue, that Fools have thought youchoneſt. 
Hob. Why, Deluſion is a Commodity that 
all the World deals in, but the greateſt Art is 
to conccal Art. 

Bomb. 
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1 There Sir John autſuipp d his Neigh- 
urs | 

Sir John, Why, you wou'dn't: infiruate that 
J have robb'd any Body. 

Bomb. All the World, 1 fy, but youre 
the moſt. 

Sir John. How, Sur, rob myſelf 2 | 

Bob, Yes, of Heavenis darling Attribute, 

a good Conſcience, a chaſte — Mind; 
Oh that thou had ſt as mai Pale in 
Heaven! '- - 

Tych. As he has in his Coffers, | 

Bomb. Yes, there thou art a Bankrupt. 

Hob. I wonder the Conſciouſneſs of his 
Guilt don't tranſmute him into Stone. 
Sir John. Why! What che Devil have 1 
done, don't Intereſt prevail over the Virtue of 
the whole World, your very Patriots them- 
ſelves, Fellows that have pretended to have no 
other Paſſion nor Zeal in the World, but to 
ſerve their Country, till the never failing Tem- 
tation, golden Guineas appear with their en- 
enchanting Smiles, ſmiles and conquers, and 
Patriotiſm may go to the Devil; and, to paliate 
their Guilt, cry, Oh, Meaſures are changed, 
Things are otherwiſe, quite upon another 
Footing, or elſe—W hat do you think of all this, 
here's you?; 

Bomb. Corruption's poiſond Hand thts 
times may Virtue taint, but Roguery _ been 
your Profeſſion. 

Sir Jain, As honeſt as yourſelf; io as wiſh 
toq 


. 
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too; and as learned as I wiſh to be, for that's 
of very little Uſe but to furniſh Men with more 
Words to abuſe one another. 

Deb. Why, thou Convert to the golden 
Calf; . What | Rail at Science, thou ee 
tent Dolt, thou loweſt Order of Beings. 

Bomb. Thou unwieldy, wealthy Rogue. 

Sir John. Thon beggarly meagre fac d buns 
gry Dog! 

Tych. Hey day! What are you up! 

| Bomb. Thou wert born with an illiberal 
Caſt of Mind, with a Soul that's I 
Erepus. 

Tych. Who cheats by Conſtitution. * 

Bomb. And over-reaches by Inffindh, and yet 
calls himſelf honeſt. 

Sir Jobn. I am fo, the Devil fl y away with 
you both, and my Wife too for — 
1 thought you'd — told me ſomething. 

Bomb. I will, that thou art as oppoſite to all 
Gu , as black is to white; A to 8 8 
neſs $161 

Tych. Or the Antipodes to us. 

Bons. With a ſleek unſcar d Heart: 2 
the Goads of a foul Conſcience could never 
wound. + 

Tych. No Delicacy of Seifirnomes tne s na- 
tural to Minds that are innocent and undepeay'd 
doeſt thou conceive. 

Bomb. Oh that all thy unhallow'd Ads nad 
their proper Chaſtiſement | - | 7) 

Heb, All Puniſhments would 4 hls Due: 

_— Jobn. 
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Sir John. Zoons, Gentlemen,” what” are * 
bath a7s 1596 7 

Bomb. Shewing you to yourſelE ON e 

Hoot; end I don't want to ſee myſelf, but 
when put on my: Cloaths; I have long ſince 
reſign d all Pretenſions to Beauty; no, let thoſe 
who have their Fortunes to make mind 
that, my Taſte lays another Way, I Rave: For or- 
tune and Fame. 

Bomb. But do you know that if you arrive 
at what you rich Rogues call the Temple of 
Fame (Money) by any other Way than thro' 
that of Virtue, that they ought to be pillory'd. 

Tych. Then hang'd, and for ever ſtand as a 
Blot in the Annals of their Country. Un 
Sir John. Virtue, why what's vine; 
Sound of nothing; and Wiſdom and — 
What is it all good for, will it fill a Man's Bel- 
E ? no, I can anſwer that, ſo wiſe Jam. 

© - Bomb. Hark you, Sir; let me whiſper. in 
your Ear, do you know that you're more _ 
rant than a Calf? a 

Tych, That all your Brains would lie in a 
Cherry-ſtone, that you've no Senſe. nor Geni- 
us but how to plunder the Diſtreſs d, and that 
by large Premiums and uſurious Intereſt have 
ſwell'd the your Bags and Body. 

Bomb. Till thou haft abſforv'd thy Body and 
Soul! in Guilt and Senſuality. 

Dyob. Till every tender Impreſſion of Nature 
(Purſuivants of Honour and Humanity) are ba- 
niſh'd from your ſtony Heart, 7; 

KO NT Sir Jobn 
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Sir Yobn. 'Tis falſe, cruel, and unjuſt ! + 

Bomb. . Oh he feels this, the gall'd Jade will 
winch if you touch her Sore. ; 
Hob. You ſee all the World are alike, he'll 

not appropriate the Saddle for fear the Scandal 
ſhould ride him. | 

Sir John, Scandal ride me! I don't know 
what you mean; but ſuppoſe this heavy Charge 
to be true, haven't I Thouſands to keep me in 
Countenance, and that get their Money the 
ſame Way. | 

Bomb. O Sir, the Number of Examples is 

no Juſtification of the Cuilt. | 

Sir John. But it helps to hide the Guilt, and 
keep one another in Countenance. . 

Tych. Tis like a Drop of Ink in the Sea: 
which becomes inviſible, as Men' Nome wrote 
with a Stick in Aſblin Mill-Pond. | 

Bomb. But till the Blot is dens, and if all 
the World was guilty, tis no Alleviation of the 
Offence, for every Individual will be puniſh'd. 

Tych. O Sir John, Sir John, hide thyſelf, 
for Shame ſtares at thy guilty Form. 19819 

Sir Jahn. I don't care what you fay, I am 
above Fortune, 

Bomb. Yes, but you're below Dignity, ind 
within the Reach of Scandal, and want the 
Virtue, of Quality to countenance your Vices. / 

Sir Fobn, What are Stars, and Garters Co- 
verlets for Iniquity ? | 

Bamb. Ves, Sir John, they are; for Merit 
is not weighed with an even Hand, and For- 


tune 
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tune is often cozen'd by the Help of Heraldry. 


He. While barefac'd ragged Virtue can't 
find : a Maſk to hide herſelf. 


Sir Jobn. Why, what the Devil wou'd you | 


have me do, for I find there's no pleaſing you; 
tell me büt what 1 muſt do to be right? 

»Tych. Why, ſeek for the Virtuous in di- 
fireſs and relieve em. 

Sir John. What, give away my Money! 

- Tych. Yes, Sir, Tomortow and be the liv- 
ing Executor of your own Bounty=— _ 

Bomb. And if you'll do it with a chearful 
Heart, I'll recognize in you all the Qualities 
of a Saint, and a Philoſopher, 

Sir John, Part with my Money! Part with 
my Soul! For you tay, *twas at the Expence 
of my Soul I got my Money, if ſo tis a damn'd 
bad Bargain I have made; and to part with it 
wiou'd be the hardeſt Taſk you could impoſe 
| n me; no, when I am dead I'll leave it to 
| Hoſpitals and Alms-Houſes to buy out my Sins; 
but bo Thouſand Pounds I'll reſerve like ſome 
other vain Fools for a ſuperb Monument: 

Db. What, to have ſomething to live up- 
on after you're dead. 

Bomb. No, reſerve one Thouſand for ſome 


og 19 Poet, for a good Epitaph to eternize 


your Fame, and make Poſterity wonder, that 
ſo much Wiſdom, Virtue, Honour, and Va- 
Jour, ſhould ever meet together in one Man. 
Heß. And Fools that read it, will believe 


, „ here's one in my * 
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pet that I deſign id for the incomparable Shake= 


peur, but you ſhall have if; twill make your 
fol 


iſh Readers believe that when you died; 
Wiſdom herſelf died—here it is. | 
Bomb. Come let me read my bwn, yes, 
here it is'*—Here- lieth the Body of Sir Jobn 


Wealthy, whoſe divine Fancy luxuriant did 


unfold all Nature's hidden Laws, delineated 
with” Touch inſpir'd; her various Features. 
vitiouly diſclos'd embelliſh'd. 

Sir Jobn. Prodigious ! . © | 

Bomb. Silence! pray, I haven't half Ache 
Whoſe comrohentive Genius; like the omni- 
ſcient Eye; at once ſaw Nature's whole Thea- 
tre, and conceiv*d" like Divinity itſelf her, Har- 
mony, and by Communication, holding her 
Mitrour up, ſhe ſaw herſelf, ſo like herſelf, ſhe 
ſtartled and wondring—bluſh'd; ſo Htoral 


| was his Art There's for you. 


Sir Jabn. For me, Zoons! Why I ſhould 
bluſh after I was dead to hear this. 
Heb. If ſome of the Marble Buſts J have ſeen 
coull be animated, I am ſure they'd have Mo- 
deſty enough to bluſh; if they could hear the 


fulſome * and F lattery that s beſtow'd on 


'em. 

Bomb, Yes, poor Things, they 'd Crimbon 
o'er their pale cold Cheeks with 90 Livery of 
Modeſty out of Countenance, and wiſh 155 a 
Maſk to hide their painful Shame. 

Sir John, Nay I've bluſh'd myſelf at reading 
fone of 'em; no, no, I am for ſimple, honeſt 


Truth. E * 
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Tyth. Nay, if you'd be particular and have 
nothing but Truth, it ſhall be Here lieth the 
Body of Sir John Wealthy, whoſe Heart and 
large Eſtate was canker'd with the Acquiſitions 
or Rapine and Exaction, whoſe Hand and 
Heart never open'd but to eraſp at more. 

Sir Fobn. No, no, no, I ſhould not like that 
neither. 

Bamb. No, 1 think ſo too, betta be . 
lated than leave any diſgraceful Traces of our 
Exiſtence behind us, as ninety-nine out of a 
hundred does, that are neither miſs'd by the 
Poor, regretted by the Rich, nor celebrated . | 
learned. 

Sir John. Why that's very true. 

Dyocb. Come, Sir, take our Advice and ſtrew 
your Gold with a liberal Hand: Conſider, Sir, 
Fortune has cloy'd you with her | gracious Fa- 
vours, therefore be bountiful' and let the Needy 
taſte your Beneficence, that when Death ſhall 
ſet his Seal, and Place you out of the Reach 
of Vice, and Scandal, your comma will be 
embalm d with Honour. 

Bomb. What is he gone? | 
| [Sir — eals ca: 
Hob. Yes, the Incurable is gone. 

Bomb. Inſenſible Stock! Tue 

Tych. Harden'd ſtupidity ' indeed and JI 
warrant you he thinks bimſelf Apollo's Minion, 

Bomb. No doubt on't, for the farther a Fool 


s from a Man of Senſe the nearer he thinks 
he's to him. 


Tych 
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Hob. That's true, and I only wiſh I was as 
wiſe as he thinks himſelf. . 

Bomb. And your Enemy's as fooliſh as he is. 

Tych. Ay, for he's a Fool amongſt Fools. 

Bomb. He is ſo, but your very greateſt Fools 
of all are your Men of Parts and Genius, from 
what contradictious Cauſe I cannot aſcertain, 
but tis ſo. 

Hb. How, Sir? 

Bomb. For their whole Life is. a Series of 
Folly and Indiſcretion, for ever immers'd in 
Sin and Debaucheries, running out their Eſtates 
by ſubmitting to their Paſſions, and gratifying 
their Vanity, and every other deadly Folly, that 
your wiſe Fool abounds in. 

Hob. Certainly he's the greateſt Fool as well 

- Slave, that ſubmits to his Paſſions. 

Bomb. He's certainly a Slave to many 0 
rants. 

Tych. And when his Fortune's gone, runs 
Debt, turns Sharper, and lives. 

Bomb. A Way that no Body can account for ; 
but there's another Animal-leſs obnoxious than 
the Former, whom I call the dull Beau. 

Tych. Ay, what's that pray? 

Bomb. A Sort of Creature whoſe whole 
Study is Dreſs, that ſpends more Time at the 
Looking-Glaſs, than Lady Fancyful; a. Crea- 
ture devoid of all Reflection, but what con- 
2 the Embelliſhment of his own dear Per- 

on. 

mych, Without one Atom of Ratiocination. 


E 2 Bomb, 
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Bomb. Yes, a mere Blank in Society, a Thing 
that lives quite out of the Theory 57 Mankind, 
and if he had not himſelf to dreſs fp undreſs he 
wou'd have nothing to do; tis a gaudy, tine 


ſell'd perfum'd Creature, that's quite tame and 


civil, and never ſhews his Teeth but when he 
ſmiles to ſhew their Whiteneſs ; tis what the 
Ladies call a Beau: I can't Figure to myſelf 

any Thing that Heaven has made like it, for 
*tis like nothing but itſelf; tis a moving Animal 


without Reflection, a play Thing for a Miſs, 


and fit only to repreſent a Prince in the Band- 
Box of a Child s Shew, and ſhew d for Pins. 


Enter Mijs AMoRovs li Hening. 


Tych. Hah, hah, hah, to your Globes, to 
your Books, to your Books. 

Bomb, Ves, tis ſo, March the 25, 1945, in 
the Evening tho' it happens before the Sun ſets 
*twill be viſible, becauſe the Moon's great Pa- 
rallax in Latitude at that Time de reſſing her 
rotally below the Sun's lower Limb. 

Miſs Am. I fear I interrupt you, Sir. 

Bomb. By Heavens Venus | [afide.] Madam, 
your flaming Beauty, Form, and exemplaryDe- 
cency, fills me with Aftoniſhment ; thou art an 
Embaſſadreſs from Heaven, are you not, and 
what are your Commands, fair Lady,—Love, 1 
ſee, 

- Miſs Am. Sir, your humble Servant, to deal 
freely, it is. Bomb. 
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Bomb. Fair Creature, your Sex was made 
for the Cements of Society, and to create Re- 
lations mongſt Mankind; and tis pitty any 
Thing ſo divinely fair, as you are ſhould be 
unemploy'd ; you want my Advice, that's your 


Embaſſy. 


Miſs Am. Ves, gir. | 

Bomb. Let me examine you you've Or- 

s happily adapted for We let me 
Ee Urte, 1 5 is in a State of invincible De- 
fire, (and like other Girls) burn in the Purſuit. 

Tych. What ſhe don' t deſpair of poſſeffing— 
a Man. 

Bomb, Let me ſee, fair Lady, here is fome— 

Miſs Am. Yes, Sir, for I'm in Haſte, _._. 

Bomb. 1 know i it, my own precedent Paffiors 
do inſtinct me in the rebellious Blood of Youth; 
but never ſpeak when another's ſpeaking, if 
you'd be. well bred; I know you're in Haſte, 
and fo is every Girl in the World to taſte the 
Sweets of Concorporation. * 

Hab. Yes, Sir, Time limps with every a 
a Virgin, «ll Hymen's Rights are ful- 

Miſs Am. But how ſoon ſhall I be married? 

Bomb. Why, before your beauteous Form is 
decay'd, by Infirmity and Dotage, that let me 
tell you, let me further add, you are now. juſt 
17; the very Height and Infos of Beauty. 

Tych. Yes, Madam, you are now in the Tal 
Tyranny of all your Charms. 

Bomb, And tis Pity but ſhe ſhould be ett: 

| ploy' 4 


denotes Infamy, your Honour's flaw'd, * not 
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ploy d directly, for the E vening of Life wilt 
ſoon be here, let me examine your ſweet 
Face.——Yes, here's a Line that tells me that 
Hymen and the Graces are in high 2 
for eee of all your Wiſhes, — 
ile, Madam | 

Miß Am. I do, Sir, 8 I am pleas d. 

Hob. Yes, and when you're angry too, or 
elſe you're of an uncommon Mould, and differ 
from your Sex. | 

© Mi Am. Smile when Iam angry, Sir! 

Heß. Yes, Madam, and frown when you're 
* pleas d. 

Bomb. Let me ſee a little 8 ha — 
What do I ſee the Crow- Claw travers'd ; this 


quite your own, you're deflowerd, you've ta- 
ken ſome Liberties at the Expence of your Ho- 
nour. 

Miss Am. How is it poſſible he could tell 
that! [ aſide. 

Tych. You'v ve hit it, Sir; you've open'd the 
Roſe, faith ſee, ſhe bluſhes like Guilt. 
Bomb. Or like the Innocent, for tis the Li- 
very of both; tis a falſe Criterion to judge by, 
and only the Effect of Conſtitution. 
Dyocb. "You are Right, Sir, my Tongue out- 
run my Judgment, tis ſo, tis Conſtitution. 
Bomb. I like your Candour and Generoſity, 
Tyke, be always thus open to Conviction, and 
embrace Truth when tis offer'd, it betrays a 


— in your Nature. 
Miſs 


the WorLD Dumaſt d. 35 


Miſs hs But what do. you ſay to me, Sir? 

Bomb. Oh! I aſk Pardon, come let me ex- 
amine the faireſt Hand that Nature ever. made; 
yes, here it is; an old Caſſandra once told you 
your Fortune in Tea. leaves, that you'd keep 
your Maidenhead *till you wore Spectacles, 
and to thwart her Predictions you gave er 


Honour. 
Miſs. Am. How, Sir ! this is a Conjuror in- 


He Madam, pray give me Leave in 
Turn. There's Divinity in her Face. Taha 
Pray Madam did you. never play at Ogle and 
Grin for Men's Hearts? 

Bomb. Ves, and have won deep Stakes, II 


Warrant. 


Miſs Am. 1 ſuppoſe, Fm. like other Wo- 
men. 

Hob. I ſuppoſe you need only! look in a Man $ 
Face, ſmile and conquer. 
Bomb. Ves, ſhe wins Hearts, then 3 1 
em and then throws,*em away again, with as 
little Regard as Boys do Cherry-ſtones. 

Miſs An. Oh, but ; Pray tell me e, 
that | 
Bomb. You've; too much Levity in 
Temper which keeps you off your Guard, and 


has makes the; Acceſs to your Honour too wy 


N Eſteem. 

Hob. The Diſſolute fay, that Honour is a 

Fi ns a Nothing, a 5 Phantom, and 

bas no Being but in Fancy; but don't believe 
em 
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dem, for Virtue and Honour are the chief 


Graces that adorn our Beings 3 other: Diftinc- 
tions are meerly titular. 


Bomb. Ves, Madam to ehlarge the Sbkets 


of your Happineſs you muſt have Virtue, Ho- 
nour, and Innocence, for your Baſis. 


Bob. A calm unpolluted Heart, if you d be 


jocund, and reliſh the Bleflings of this World. 


Bom. Ry, and the next too, fair Lady, 

think of theſe ſalutary Exhortations, and Tay 

them! next ygur Heart to feed upon. | 
'Ty th. Let not the diſſolute Wanton intra 

Ae Sports of Iniquity. 

Bomb. For Pleaſurèe, fair Lady; Gs true, 


_ Wears an alloting Maſks 


Vb. And is very apt to PUB nn 
Vouths to Her Embracements; where they 
en in Joys, than ſicken, relent, and die. 

Miſs Am. 1 approve your Doctrines, and 
BT e I ſhall benefit by *em ; but my Buſineſs at 
pant is only to know if T ſhall marry the 


Man I love, and if he wilt always love me, 


and be conſtant that's all J want to hear. A 
Bomb. Conſtant, and always love you. 

Miſs Am. Yes, Sir. 
Hob. Lou might as well aſk if he would 
grow younger, and never die. | 

Bomb. Conftant and always love you; y 


Madam, it has never happen'd once fince A- 


dam: he may perhaps love you a Week, and 


be conſtant « Month, and that s ſaying a great 


4 : 
18 


the Wok lp LDumaſt d. 37 
deal; and a Man muſt have more than ordi- 


1 nary Conſtancy that dan hold it longer. 


Heb. Right Sir; for if a Man was buckl'd 
to Perfection itſelf, Familiarity would fate- 
him, and your angelick Form would dwindle 
into a Wife, Love into Indifference, then into 
Duty, and then there's an End of it. 

Bomb. For, 

M bere Beauty only links the nuptial Tye, 
Poſſeſſion cools the Heart, and clears the Eye 

By Time familiar to the Hulband's Sight, 

- The fair one glitters in a different Light. 


Miſs Am. Is this poſſible ?. 

Hab. Poffible ! why, tis as certain as 
Death, or the Thing itſelf ; I mean mongſt 
Men of Senſe and Genius: Dirty Mechanicks, 
indeed, that pray ſometimes, and never think, 
and are afraid of the Pox and the Devil, may 
be conſtant. 

Miſs Am. You atnaze me! _ __ 
Bomb. That may be, but tis Truth, and 
Variety as much belongs to us as our Arms 
and Legs, and we follow our Paſſions as na- 
turally as Light does Heat. | 

Hob. Ay, or as an Effect flows from a 
Cauſe pay, weep not, my pretty fair one. 

Bomb. But this concerns me: Pray Ma- 

m. 

Tych, Let her alone, Sir, they are falſe 
Heralds, and not one Drop from the Heart; 
they touch me no mote than if ſhe cry'd 

F with 
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with Laughing, and tis pretty near the lame 
with her too. 

_ Miſs Am. But which 1s the moſt likely 

to keep his Affections alive, and en- 
575 him to myſelf; Fray inftryct me x you 
COT... 

Bomb. Why, let Dhceney: be your Hund 
mad, to keep Gl always irreſitibly clean, 
to open your Heart, and to all its Folds to 
him and to nobody elſQ. 

Tych. Never be waſpiſh, murmur, peut 
or complain without a Cauſe, as moſt Wives 
do. 

Bamb. But figh, beſeech, and n if 
you' re offended. a 

Hb. Support an Evetne of Temp 

Bomb. And be always cheartul i in BA can. 
| mand of your, Family. us 

Tych. Obſerve theſe Rules ahi be happy. 

Bomb. Yes, theſe, and theſe only are the 
Arts and Sciences of female 1 
Dyocb. Never torture him with your Im- 
1 without you find him diſpos'd to 

ear it - 8 id Drin ; ” 
Bomb. Never. lour your Countenance, 
but ever ſpread your ( Charms to Sladden his 
Heart. | 
Hob. Acguire all the good Habits you 
can; cultivate and improve them., . . 
Bomb. But above al Things breathe not a 

Sound but Truth, and when you do Wow 

tell him of it = 

Hob. 
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Heb. And let Penitence accompany your 
Confeſſion, and Conftancy your Reſolution 
never to do ſo again. 

Bomb. No never, ſpeak in a Maſk to him, 
and be ſeverely honeſt; all this obſerv'd, tis 
poſſible you may keep alive his Affections; ; 
nay. more, keep him to yourſelf. 

Tych. Till ſhe. out-liv'd herſelf. 

Miſs Am. How do you mean, Six, 

Tych. Why, grow Old and Ugly. 

Bonk. Yes, Madam, Time's deforming 
Hand will * that lovely Face with Age's 
wrinkl'd Viſage, Beauty will fade, Madam. 

Miſs Am. Well, if he'll love me while 
I'm young, I'll excuſe him when he's old; 
your humble Servant, Sir, I thank you. 
Pleaſe to accept of [offers Money. 

Bomb, No, Madam, the Incence of your 
grateful Heart 1 accept ; but as I have con- 
fer'd no Favour, I'Il accept of no Tribute, 
bot this, a Kiſs from your fair Hand; nay 
ſhrink not from me like the ſenſitive Plant, 
Iwill not blaſt, nor ſoil its Fairneſs. 

[Salutes her Hand. 

Miſs Am. Sir, your humble Servant. [exit. 

Bomb. Madam, your moſt humble Servant. 
2 what all good Men with I do bequeath 
| | one RAOCKS. 

Bon, ( reading ) The preſent Time is ours; 
huſband it with Care; the future is unborn; 
be cautious and circumſpect, and ready to 
. meet Death whoſe Viſitation is unknown, 
2 and 
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and the Time paſt i is dead, and cannot be re. 
call'd—>-Who's there? 


— 


Enter Lacxwir. 


Lack. Tis I, Sir, your humble Swans 

Iam juſt come to Town, and ſhould be glad 
of your Advice, how I might eſcape — 
bubbled. 

Bomb. Are you ſo low in your own Eſti- 
mation, as to aſk Advice? 

Lack. I am Sir. | 

Tych. Why, that's an Indication of ſome 
Judgment. 

Bomb. Right ; for he that is his own 
Counſellor will often have a Fool for his Cli- 
ent. | 

Tych. Then you'd not be cozen'd nor 
gull'd? 

Lack. No Sir, if I can help it. 

Bomb. Why the beſt Antidote againſt De- 
ceit is Caution. 

Tych. Yes, Sir, the old Sages ſay 'tis the 
right Eye of Prudence. 

Bomb. The Sages do fay it, and all the wild 

| World have ſet this ſeal to it. 

Leck. But what of London, Sir? 

Bomb. Why, Sir, look on London as the 

whole World in Miniature ; ; 'tis the Thea» 

tre of Sin and Iniquity, where Envy | ings 

from Applauſe, a 1 * 
Tyc h . 
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Tych. Where Men damn thoſe whom moſt 
they — rove. 

. Where to obtain the envious Man's 
Eftcem | is not to deſerve it. 

Tych. Where Virtue can't have file Play, 
ht” in a Maſk. 

Bomb. Where Applauſe and Contempt al- 
ways miſs their Object. 

7 ych, Where Fraud paſſes for Juſtice 
Falſhood for Truth, and Detormity for 
Beauty; fo that nothing! is but what is not. 

Lack. Why, this is very ſtrange tho' and 
miſterioug. 

Bomb. Something knotty and ſubtle per- 
haps; for Fancy and Imagination, with the 
Whimſical, Mad, and Ingenious, are uncir- 
cumſcrib'd, and muſt have full Play, but 
we always keep Nature in Sight. 

Lack. T am amaz d! Do you deal with 
the Devil, or how can you know all this ? 

Bomb. By my Art, Sir, and this magic 
Wand that hath the Virtue of Ithurie!'s 
Spear, that whatever I touch is open'd to 
me. 

Tych. Yes, Sir, by his Art. | 

22 Well, Sir, pray Sir let us hear a 

little? 

Bomb. At Midnight, when all's huſh'd 
and ſtill as Death, or Innocence afleep, on 
tip-toe, I trip from Houſe to Houle, and 
pry into the Cloſets, Secrets of Mankind, and 
there take Cognizance of every Enormity. 
Lack, 
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Lack. This is ſtill more wonderful! 

7 Hob. It may appear ſo, but as a Specta- 
tor in the Play-Houſe is my Maſter in the 
great Theatre of Mankind, . _ . 

Bomb. O this is nothing, and ſo you'll 
think when I tell you that at one View 1 
can ſee into the immenſurable Depths of E- 
ternity, how all Things ſtood in their Cha- 
otic State, and how they will be the laſt Day 
of the Millennium. 

Tych. Yes, Sir, from the Beginning of 
Time to the Conſummation of all Things. 

Bomb. And how all the learned Fools qua- 
drate in Opinions in Thing beyond their 
Reach, and what they never en, nor 
can conceive. 

Lreck. Tam ſure I don't conceive | what 
you talk of, 1729 

Bomb. J am ſorry for that, but. tis the 
moſt ſimple abject Phraſe I can found my 
Truths in; were Ito ſoar in Sublimity equal 
to my Subject, all the World won'd: won- 
der. But Men of Senſe [a/ade. 

Hob. O Sir, I with you could hear him 
in his Flights; his Furbeloes, his delicate 
Webb, and Net-work, the Embroidery of 
his Brain thicken'd with fine Images, Life- 
Touches, and ſecret Graces peculiar to him- 
ſelf, then you might wonder indeed. | 
Bomb. Blame not the dead Elements that 
make his Being up, he made not himſelf, 
n him, but do ot mock. his Follies. 


Lack 


* 
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Bomb. J often fee grave Citizens ſlip from 
thei neglected repenting Wives, and frequent- 
ly catch them in the Arms' of Harlots. 

Lack. And all is by the Virtue of your 
| Wand. 

Bomb. Yes, by this I unmaſk the World; 
by this I know Men famous in the Eye of 
the World, and infamous in the Conviction 
of their own Hearts. 

Lack. You muſt ſee great Variety among 
Men, if you ſee what their Hearts think. 

Tych. Why, I have known rich Miſers 
hang themſelves for Fear of Want. 

Bomb. Ay, and Beggars diſſolutely wan- 
ton from the Overflow of Spirits. 

Tych. Sly Rogues, that labour how to a- 
void Cenſure. 

Bomb. And vain Braggards how to gain 
Applauſe, and Cowards to filch e 
for Valour. 

Hob. Thouſands chat are man in no- 
thing but Bulk, ſince their Birth-day. ; 

Bomb. Yes, and meaſure their F ame by 
Eating and Drinking. 

Tych. Antiquated Sibyls and deſponding 
Caduas, profoundly ſkill'd in the Science of 
Coffee-Grounds, that forebode and prophe- 
ſy the Year rou nc and their Predictions ſwal- 
low'd, and Fools made happy and miſerable 
by em. 

Bomb. By People that have no Senſe but 
in their Swallow. 
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Lack. Why this may be all very ſine or 


But what in that Wand. 


very fooliſh 


Bomb. Sir, there's Magic in every Part 


of it; but the Point of it is omnipo- 


tent; 'twill anatomize Mens Hearts with 


a Touch; tis a Scion pluck'd from the Tree 


of Knowledge; in the Dead of Night the 


"Tree was bank. 
Lack. This is all wonderful indeed] fo you 
know all the Secrets of Nature. | 
Bomb. Yes, I have known a——Whoſe 
Heart's as far from Juſtice as Hell's from 
Heaven, and by foul Corruption maſking 
fair Truth to appear in Falſhood's Medium. 


Db. Which you muſt know always diſ- 


colours and perverts the Object. 

Bomb. I have known Friends give Teſti- 
mony for Gold, and by Subornation and Per- 
jury cheat the Innocent of his Right. 

Lack. Lord! Why I have heard my Mo- 


ther fay, that the Innocent had tutelary An- 


gels to guard em; that they were under Hea- 
ven's Care and Superintendancy. 

Bomb. The deluſive Tricks of naughty 
Men to keep Fools in Awe, and lather the 
Brains of the Ignorant ; tis a falſe Creed im- 
poue upon the Weak by—but the avow'd 

efign of their Inſtitution, was with Pride, 


Pomp, Ambition, Inſolence, Miſchief, Maſ- 
facre, Luxury, and Lazineſs. 
Lack. It may be very fine, tis very miſ- 


Bomb. 


terious. 


N 8 


4 


* 
© 
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Lack, Dear Heart, this is ſtrange, indeed! 
Can you go on; Sir? 

Bomb. Pederaſtic Schools, or anomalous 

Academies of foul Luſt (Gamorrab's Anti- 

tipes) where Adonis turns Catamite to Pow- 


er, to act the dark Deeds of deep Damna- 


„ 

V as © 

* 
* 


tion, that ſweet Cherubs bluſh, and Heaven 


itſelf veils her Viſage at the foul Creation 


and, with a conſcious Bluſh, owns the Im- 
perfection of her Work. 

Lack. What is it you talk of? T hardly 
conceive you. 

Bomb. Why, tis ſomething knotty, and 
above the Capture of the plain Man; tis 
not to be unlock d, nor like a common 
Strumpet open'd to the Embraces of the 
Vulgar, therefore I throw a Veil over it to 
hide it from the common Eye, leaſt I add 
Corruption to Corruption, and taint the 
Fancy of the Innocent. oY 

Lack, Oh you make Things worſe than 
they are, none can be ſo wicked! | 

Bomb. Sir, I have pencill'd it with ſmiles. 

Tych. O Sir, you've ſeen it only in Mi- 


niature; to give you the Picture at full length 


is beyond the Reach of Words, the moſt 


far fetch'd Exaggerations to deſcribe. 


Bomb. Sir, Ive only ſhew'd you the fair 
Side of the Arras; the knotty Side wou d 


change you into Stone; the monſtrous Mouth 


of Hell's a ſmiling Cherub to it. | 
1 Lack, 
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Lack. Why, can all this be . 
Hob. Balance not a Moment in crediting 
all we ſay. 
Bomb. Others there are whom I call ca- 
chectical Friblers, that are paſt the Gratifi- 
cation of the e ee that diſguiſe 
their old wither d Trunks in Womens Cloaths 
and look like Egyptian Mummies, who 
make their monthly Viſits to ſome favourite 
Harlots for Relief, and there play at impotent 
Dalliance till they get into the Poſſeſſion of 
themſelves again, then like Lunatics with 
Indignationm tare off their Cloaths, curſe them 
and leave them. 

Lack. Ha, ha, he! Why, this is as comi- 
cal as ſtrange; but 1 ſuppoſe no body * 
theſe Things but yourſelf? 

Bomb. Very few, indeed; tis a Species 
of Science that's hid from the vulgar Eye; 
they are Anecdotes extracted from. Mens 
Hearts, by the Power of this magic Wand, 
which contains the PRES of all human 
Knowledge. 

Lack. Well, I am glad I have none of 
thoſe criminal Paſſions about me; Gad, I'll 
puzzle our Parſon Ful-face, and Fathead his 
Curate, with theſe ſtrange Things, if I can 
| member em, but they won't believe em: 
Are there any more of em? 

Bomb. Ves, there are different Species 


of em ; firſt, your old fat Friblers, with 
TOR great 
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great Bellies, with fat, ſleek, unthinking no 
meaning Face's, ſupported by a treble Chin, 
who always walk with their Legs a Yard a- 
ſunder, their Hat in one Hand, the other. 
wiping their Faces; who always ſweat in fro- 
ſty Weather; who never ſee their Knee's 
but in a Locking-Glaſs; who hav'nt buckled. 

their Shoes theſe twenty Years, and who often 
die at Dinner. 3 

Lack. And who are theſe ? 

Bomb. Theſe are your Men that always 
delighted more in Senſation, than Reflection; 
that have always fed their Bellies inſtead of 
their Mind ; and never had any Ideas but of 
Profit and Loſs, and are always neglected by 
their Wives, "7 * 

Lack, Neglected by their Wives; J have 
heard of Women that have been neglected 
by their Husbands; that's common in the 
Country; I with I may remember all this. 
Have you any more, Sir, to tell me? 

Tych. More! ay, more than can be told 
in twenty Ages. | „ 

Bamb. Yes, Falſhoods propagated daily 
for Sport and Profit, or political Ende. 

Hob. Difſimulation is dealt from Man to 
Man, like the Currency of the Kingdom. 

Bomb. Secret Compacts made between 
Man and Man to exalt one anothers Repu- 
tation, that hav'nt Senſe enough to find that 
they are found out; and ſome I diſcover plot- 

G 2 ing 


% 
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ing the Deſtruction of their Neighbours; 
others forging falſe Deeds; ſome mortgag- 
ing their Eſtates, that have been mortgag'd 
ten Times already; others defacing and 
Coining of Money, counterfeiting Stamps, 
Se. Sc. Sc. and Thouſands ſophiſticating 
Commodities to under- ſell their Neighbours 
ſo that nothing is what it appears to be. 
Tych, While Fornication and Adultery 
are the general Paſtime of the whole. 
Lack, Gentlemen, 1 thank you; and now 
PI! pull oft the Mask you've talk*d fo much 
of, and tell you I am not the Fool you take 
me to be; but Curioſity brought me hither; 
and before I part, let me adviſe you to get 
yourſelves perſecuted, —you'd then be fol- 
low'd and worſhip'd too, 18 
Bomb, There's ſome Truth in that, ade. 
Hob. Yes, for they ſay that Sorcerers, 
Whitfeldjites, and Schiſmaticks are like 
Tops; you muſt ſcourge em well to keep em 
Track. Yes, go and bellow about the 
Streets, and by preaching up new falſe Doc- 
trines, get yourſelves well floge?d; you'll ne- 
ver want Followers, and Fools that will 
mind you, and believe in you. 
Hob. Yes, and nobody but Fools. 
Lack. And fo your Servant. ſexit. 
Bomb. In Coffee-houſes you'll ſee full Wig 
5 | Gravity 
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Gravity paſs. for Wiſdom, and in Taverns 
Noiſe and Vivacity for Wit. 
Tych, What is he gone? © . [one knocks. 


Enter UGANDA and SAPPHO, 


Uxg. Peace! theſe are they. 

Sapp. ike 7 Wiſe men 5 

E Nen. 

87 Wie I ſuppoſe to thoſe who have 
leſs ' it than themſelves, and Fools to thoſe 
who have more, or in other Words, the O- 
racle of thoſe that want Senſe, and the r 
of thoſe that have it. 

Bomb. Ladies, your Servant. 

Urg. We are come to have our Fortunes 
told. | 
Tych. O the wither'd Hag the toothleſs 
old Goat! can ſhe want her Gums rubb'd ? 
Why, Madam, can you want a Sugar-Plumb 
at theſe Years? A Lady of your Gravity and 
venerable Deportment, and paſt your grand 

Climacteric, to thin 

Urg. Hold, Sir, I have liv'd irreproacha- 
ble hitherto, a. 

Bomb. Madam, attend to me. Silence ! 
you've liv'd withouc Reproach, and I am 
wy d that you think ſo; for Reputation once 
oſt is like a cancell'd Bon 2d of no Value; 
you'd have your Fortune told, Madam, (to 
Sapho) will you retire a Moment? 

Urg. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


—— . —— areas —— 
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Urg. Yes, Sir, | think to change my Con- 


| * 


Bomb. Why — People are content with 
their Condition, tho? it be the beſt. 
Tych. No, Sir, nor diflatisfied with their 
wit. tho? it be the worſt. 
Bomb. No, no Man is diſpleas'd. with 


what he approves, that's certain. 


Tych. And fo, Madam, you fi you've 
liv'd hitherto without Scandal, 

- Urg. Indeed, have I. 

Bomb. Why then, Madam, not to FEY 
you, you can have no Merit; and it you've 
ever ſo much, tis much harder to avoid 
Cenſure than gain Applauſe. re 

Hob. Madam, I could give you a dun- 

ot or Antidote to carry about you againſt 
5 Poiſon of virulent Tongues. *  _ 
 Urg. That I ſhould be glad of indeed, 
tho* I don't know that I have any Occaſion 
A. 


Bamb. Yes, yes, you ks; your beſt 


Friends will abuie your ſometimes, eſpecially 
if they have Senfe enough to diſcover that 
you've more Merit than themfelves. _ 

_ Urg.*But, what is this Secret to avoid 


Abuſe. 


Bomb. Here tis wrote Goin) (reads it) 
when your Siſter Females wound you with 
Stabs of Infamy, meet them with Patience ; 
for haſty Words and Precipitancyawill make 
you 
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you utter Monſters not figur'd in the Brain, 
which cooler Reaſon will prove, and that will 


ranckle the Wound; Humility, and ſoft eaſy 


Language, and Reaſon augmentative will dreſs 
it; but Forgiveneſs beſt willcureit (if your Na- 
ture is ſo fortunately organiz'd as to let it) and 
Oblivion will certainly take away the Scar. 

Urg. This I don't underſtand : I thought 
'twas ſome Charm, ſome Amulet that I was 
to carry about me, as People do that are o- 
ver- ſeen But I can never think n my Pneus 
abuſe me. 

Bomb. That's wholly Jopeddage ©; on your 
Merit; if you've but little, the fewer Darts will 
wound you ʒ if you'vea greatdeal, Malice will 
empty her whole Quiver againſt you; all the 
World will do it, and to advance their own 
Fame will decry the Virtue, and Merit of 
others, F 
}  Urg. Then there's no Way to avoid Scan- 
al ? 
Bomb. Yes, Ignorance, Poverty, old Age 
and Uglineſs, will ſcreen you from the Blaſt 
of Malice, as Graſs eſcapes the Scythe by be- 
ing low. 

Urg. Can you give me any Advice, that 
will be of Service to me? 

Bomb. Yes, be honeſt in the dark, tho' 
hid from the prying Eyes of Scandal : Be e- 
ver virtuous; without a Witneſs that you are 
ſo :; Never do any Thing without the Appro- 
bation 


* 
—_— —_ 


— — — mon 
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bation of your Heart that 'tis right : Support 
and cheriſh an inbred Loyalty to your King, 
Country, Religion, and Virtue, and ferve 
*em without a Livery. 

 Urg. All this I ſhall ſerve but, Sir, 
ſhall I be married to the Man I love? | 

:.Tych. Come now let me ſpeak, — Firſt your 
Hard, Madam ;-—why, you ve had ſeven Huſ- 
bande already. 
| Ax. That's true, Sir and 1 have wy 

t em out. 

Hob. And wou'd do "I more, though 
that had the Strength of Ajax, and cou 'd 
be always young. 

Urg. No, No, that's not the Thing (ex: ex- 
cuſe my Bluſhing ) but he's young and 4 

ſome, and very rich beſides.— I want a 
Friend. 

Bomb. W hat #0 multiply your Joys 9 4—ↄ 
Db. Ves, and divide her Griefs; an 8 
the Uſe of a true Friend. 

Ur. Yes, a Huſband, if he's a good one, 
will be a Friend; and what a Bleſſing 'tis to 
havea Friend in Need ? 

Bomb. Tis ſo, but tis a greater Bleſſing 
to have no Need of a men. ſay he's 8 
rich. 

- Urg. Yes, Sit; 10 

Bec 5 Then Fools will _ upon bim, 


while virtuous NY, $ NO more A men 
| | there 
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dan nate at Clima Sauen w Avril 
or the Cuckow in June, - acl 

Bamb. Why, 1 have go Money; wa 
myſelf rich. Jo 

U 20:1 How bah that he 0 I 

1150 Boob, Why, Fortune, or 4 Nature, 
or both; if you Pleaſe, habe made mea Phis 
| loſophet and put me above her.. 
Dh. Then you muſt be rich indeed, A 
for nothing be above him who is.above 
Fortune. 1 VIS 00 115 9! | 2. — 
1¹ Bomb. Avi. ay, People are not ric 5 ay 
poor; by. What they profeſs; but by, w — 
they want or deſire. 

- Urg. Why, then. bei not ieh (acco Cs 
to your Doctrine) that has much; buſt bs 
only that, has enough. 

Tych, No, nor he poor that has but little ; 
but he that Wants more. 

Bainb. And he that has ah molt, has 0 
mort thay he enjoys. Ted 

Hab. Les Sir, he bas! ment bd: oF * 

Hood What ? . | iq 

Tych, Why. the Plague * Keating it, 
* the feat of loſing it, and they are, 9 
{mall Torments. 

Urg.. So you deaf a poor Man 8 Riches 
to conſiſt in his Poverty. 

Bomb, No, to conſiſt | in knowing what's 
end gh. 

g r. But Peojle differ about Enoughs: 


Tyc by 


* 
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Hieb. That's true; Madam; but I ſay 
he has enough whoſe Deſires are ſquar d to 
his Neceſſities; then he has little or nothing 


to loſe. 133 f. 
Bomb. No, nor little or nothing to fear. 
SHeb. No, becauſe he has nothing that 
he cares for, therefore can have no Care; 
and to ſtrike Care out of the Catalogue of 
human Evil is no ſmall Bleſſin gg. 
Dex. Once at a great Fire in London, 
while the rich Furniture was throwing out 
at the Windows half burnt, the Houſe all in 
a Flame, I heard a Beggar ſay, There, now! 
ſaid he, you may ſee the Curſe of Riches; 
this proves it with a Thouſand other Inſtan- 
ces,” that tis an Evil; if, faid he, a Fire 
ſhould happen at our Houſe, what's the 
TConſequence? Why, it burns all the 
Lice, frightens all the Fleas, I kick the Por- 
ridge Pot down Stairs, clap the two Spoons 
in my Pocket, and kiſs myA—ſe Landlady— 
Why, how ſoon I am remov'd—So lit his 
Pipe and went away. 
Bomb. There, Therk's blifeful Poverty for 
you, fluſh and full blown, and riper than 
Harveſt ; that's the happy Man True ſter- 
ling Happineſs without Allax. 
- Urge. Lis fo; at School I was taught to ſay, 
7 Content is a precious Gem, © 
Much better than a Diadem. 
Deb. Let me tell you ſomething that 
„ N Fools 
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Fools will laugh at, tis this She that's not 
. content in — State will be content in no 

State; for the Fault is not in the Thing, bat 
in the Mind. 

Urg. But I would be inſtructed how to 
avoid Evil? 

Db. Yes, but that's nat to be taught: 
To he as little troubled however at the Acci- 
dents of Life as you can is a uſctul deten 
if the Art could be found out. | 

Urg. I have heard of the Stocks that were 
never mov'd at good or bad Tidings. 

Bomb. The Stoicks you mean, that's all 
eroneous ; for they were made of juſt the 
ſame Fleſh- and Blood as you and I are, and 
had the ſame Paſſions, Appetites, and In- 
clinations , an conſequently were ſubhett to 
ſame Laws. 

Trg. Well, 1 ſhould be glad to be put. in 
the right Way. 

Hh. Why, never to feel imaginary Af- 
fictions, and make em worſe than real 
Ones, but wait the actual Preſence of your 
Troubles beſos you confeſs em to be an 

vi} 

Bunz. She * 8 ſtop Planets, 
change her Sex, raiſe the Dead, put out the 
Sun, make the Sea ſtand ſtill, or define the 

Figure of the fleeting Air. | 
 Urg. That's all impoſſible, I am ſure; 


why you ſeem to be happy. 
H 12 Bomb. 
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Bomb. We are ſo, and cate help it; we 
never antedate Misfortune ; we've learnt the 
Art to know tis Time 2 to dare em 
when they hap 
Hob. And ech cheat ourſelves into Tran- 
quilt by Philoſophy. 
g. But when they do happe n. — 


Hh. Why, while I am in — 05 I am 


miſerable when I am out happy 
again; I am always well, when J am not ill, 
and always pleas'd when Lam not angry. 
 Urg. Why, all the World are fo. © 
Bomb. You're: miſtaken; People ſuffer more 
Fond imagipary Evils than real ones ; and 
Error i in Conceit atę the Goads that ting the 


Fool moſt, while Men of Senſe blunt the 


chimerical Poignardwith the Strength of Rea- 
ſon ; yet none are freg, and every Fancy is 
poiſon'd- with the more or leſs inſubſtantial 
Nothing, for the Evils you fear you ſhall 
ſuffer; you ſuffer in the very Fear, "Id few 
Misfortunes are ſo great in e as in Fan- 
0 L 
ND Dag But when they « ao Try | 

Bomb, Why, we bear ? em as well as we 

can; while I am in pain I am miſera- 


ble, upd when T am out of it, wk am Happy | 


Age. 10 
Urg. Why, fo are all the World. [ 


0 Mech. Vou are erer 1 lay ; I tell you 
| | | again, 


|| 
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again and again that People ſuffer more from 
imaginary Evils than real ones. 

"Wer Why, if this be true Innocence and 
Integrity won't make us happy. 

Bomb. But you'll always find the former 
to be the beſt Guard, and "the latter your beſt 
Coat of Male, and the only Bulwark againſt 
real Afflictions. 0 

e And Sobriety and Prudence I ſup- 

C— 

722 Hab. Ay, Prudence is the dameſtic Ora- 
cle; — ſtands firſt in the Catalogue of 
human Excellence; Prudence is the Ariad- 
ne's Clew that will guide you through every 
Meander, and carry you fafe to your Jour- 
ney's End. 

Bomb. For that's a hard Path to hit, and 
every Foot-ſtep is dangerous. 

Bomb. Tis ſo; tis a Science of Nature's 
teaching which few are bleſt with. 

Urg, Oh, here's my Neice Sappho ! Oh, 
my Dear, I am glad you're come; they are 
wonderfully learned; but youlll know what 
to ſay to em; ſo I will leave you :—Gentle- 


men, your Servant. 


Sapp. Gentlemen, your humble Servant; 
Cutioſity, my Sex's Frailty, has brought me 
here; though I confeſs that I have but little 
Faith in Foctune- Tellers, yet you muſt 
know I am in love with the handſameſt Man 
in the World, who is in full Poſſeſſion of 


every 


38 The FokTuNx-TELLERS; or, 
every Requiſite to make me happy; and 1 
ſhould be glad to know: of you if I * 
have him or net? 

Bomb. And good natur'd? 
Sapp. To a Miracle. | 


Tych. Has he no Arrogance, infolent 


Pride, and overbearing Authority. 

Bomb. That ſeldom appears till the Honey 
Moon's over. 

Sapp. O Sir, he's Perfection itſelf, and 
abounds in good Nature, Wit, and Humour; 
and if he has any Follies, they are very En- 

tertaining, but I am ſure he's good natur'd, 
and we ſhall be uniſons in Affection. 

Dach. Why, the moſt; jarring and incon- 
gruous Natures think ſo before Marriage; but 
when you are join'd tis ten to one that what's 
Harmony to the one, will be Diſſonance to 


the other. _ 
Sapp. It may be ſo with ſome People, but 
not with us ſure. | 
Bomb. I tell you, all Lokers are in Maſ. 
querade, and after Marriage, they ſhow Fa- 


ces; I appeal to all the married People in 


Ry 
Sapp. O Sir, but he's a Gentleman, and 


his Pride! O his Love of Praiſe and Ad- 
miration (for all the World's fond of that) 
that alone wou'd n him to be tender 


of me. 
Bes. 
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Hob. The Love of Fame is implanted in 
moſt Boſoms, and 'tis a ſtrong Incentive to 
great Actions, but tis: ſeldom ſought after 
about a Wife; faith! I think you a wonderful 


fine Woman, and tho' Marriage is fooliſh 
and unfaſhionable, yet I could reſolve to 
marry you. 

Sapp. Lou! An old Philoſopher talk of a 
Wife, of Fleſh, and Blood! Why, theſe 
are your Wives, and you are fit only for one 


another; no, no, I ſhould not like a Phi- 
loſopher of all the Men in the World; for, 


if you are angry or pleas'd, tis the fame with 
you, and the ſame fix'd Inſenſibility always 
appears: no, no, I ſhould not like ſuch a 
Man. 

Bomb. What, you'd like Hocmony to 
laugh at your Wit? 

Sapp, Ay, and my Follies too. 

Tych. What, have you both ? 

Bomb. O yes, People of the greateſt Wit 
are generally the greateſt Fools amongſt the 
Men. 

Tych. And among ſt the Women 'tis worſe; 
for [ have known the moſt amiable become 
the moſt deform'd ; and ſhe that Yeſterday 
appear d one _ the Graces, is to Day turn'd 

into a Haz 
3 * Irs the 4 Imagery of Heaven and 
c 


Hoh. Ot the Before and After Marriage. 
Bomb, 
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Bomb. Ves, tis the Metamorphoſis from 
Maid to Wife that does all this. 

Sapp. O] you are more ſevere than. i jom0s 
rant Fault-finders at a new Play, your Cri- 
ticks; as they call em; tlio? 1 ſcarce er | 
what you mean by. Critic. —. 

Bomb. Why, Criticks Briierly were 
look d upon as the Judges of a Theatie 5 
_ were wiſe and _ and gave Merit 

fair play; but now the 4 ate a Set of idle, 
extravagant, debauch'd, abandon d, igno- 
rant, lawleſs, young Men, that always aſ- 
ſemble together with a miſchievous Intent, 
aud will ſeldom allow Merit, fair . Play; 
they arc as tetrible to the Poets, as. if —4 
were ſo many Ger gons; and when the Play 
is done, pull the Houſe to pieces and de- 
ſtroy every Thing in it that's valuable, then 
retire to the Tavern to laugh it over, and 
exult 1 in their-great Achievements. 

Sapp. But theſe Diſturber muſt be the 
loweſt Order of Beings. 

Bomb. They are what you call Smarts, 
Fellows of Life, and Fire, and no Senic, 
cho there's ſcarce any Piece that ever mee 
with: a fair, — Hearing. 

Sapp. Barbarous ! but there art ſome 
Judges left. 
eh, There are, Madaini, ſoine lee 
Hearts prompt their Tongue, and like a good 
old Hound, are always right, and the reſt of 
the Pack will follow ; but the Bulk of an 

Audience 


"the WG6RLD anmaſt d. 61 
Audience are very ignorant, and have no 
Judgment of their own, but always wait the 
Opinion of the learned; and than in full Cry, 
damn and praiſe in the Place they are taught, 
ſo that their Words and Sentiments are no 
more their own than thoſe of a Poppet. 

Sapp. Why all this wou'd do, if they'd be 
directed by, and follow Men of Senſe; but 
then the Poet's Friends clap and forward the 
Succeſs of the Play. 

Bomb. Not always, for if there's Merit in 
the Play it gives em Pain inſtead of Plea- 
ſure. 2 . | ; 

Sapp. What their Friends? 28 

Bomb. Ay, ay, their Friends; who ſhould 
it give pain to? Men can't bare to ſee too 
much Applauſe given to others; it's wound 
ing themſelves ; for by raiſing their Reputa- 
tion they ſink their own. 4 

Sapp. But they'll give Merit its Due tho'; 
eſpecially their Friends. | 
Bomb. No, they won't; Men won't let 
their dear Friends run away with too much 
Fame; they can't bare that ſuch as are be. 
neath 'em ſhould be their Equals, nor that 
their Equals ſhould be above em. 
Sapp. But their Friends, Sir. | 
Hob. Ay, that Word is baſely abuſed in- 
deed; we mechanically call thoſe our Friends, 
withwhom we laugh, and ſpend our Time; 
but then not one in : Thouſand of 'em are 

| | ſo; 
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ſo; the Man that heſitates one Moment 


if he ſhould rejoice to ſee his Friend happier, . 


wiſer, and more eminent than himſelf, don't 

| know what Friendſhip means. | 
Bomb. All the World, Madam, are Ri- 

vals for Fame, or Fortune; the rich Fool 


1 5 thinks there's no Wiſdom but in Gold. 


Deb. And the wiſe Beggar, that there's 
no Treakice but in Wiſdom. . 
Sapp. And ſo they both laugh and deſ- 
; pale one another. 
Bomb. Yes, for the Guilt of being poor, 
or unfortunate, can't be defended by the 
: * Advocate in the World. 
Sapp. Without a Beggar be his Jud 
„ 2 And the wiſe — 2 the 
7 Guilt of being ignorant (tho' rich) is the 
= of Curſes. © 
Bomb. Except the Senſe of his being fo, 
- Sapp. What! fooliſh? )) | 
Bomb. Ves. | 
Hb. r a 
| Sopy. Why, then the: Fool has the beſt 
. 
: ons, He has ſo, and he always laughs 
ft; for he thinks himſelf as wiſe as he is 
| rich. | 
Hob. And 2 wiſe Beggar knows that he 
| is neither. F | 
. Why. den at think ink Wealth and 
OY a0. 
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3 is W to en and 
1 As Pleaſure is to Pain. 3 

Tych. The Man of Senſe in Rags, and the 
wealthy Fool in embroidery are Antitheſes, 
as much as Juſtice and Avarice. 
Sapp. Yet both are content, nor wou'd - 
one change Conditions with the other. 

Tych. I dom t know that, the poor Man 
knows that he wants Money. 

Sapp. And the Fool that he wants Wit. 
Bomb. Know he's ſure that he has it ; for 
if he had Senſe enough to know that he 
wanted it, he'd not be a Fool. | 

Hob. For if he could diſcern that he 
i Senſe, 'twou'd be a Proof that he 
had ſome. 
' Sapp. What Senſe enough to know that he 
Was Ignorant. | 
Bomb. Les, Madam, and that's a great 
Acquiſition, and the figſt Sort of Knowledge 
a yu ſhould labour to find out. 
Sapp. And he whoſe Reſearches go deep- 
ef to find that he's a Fool 
Tych. Is the Man of the moſt Senſe, Ma- 
dam, that's all. 
Bomb. Gad fo! I muſt be gone, I promis d 
to ſmoak a Pipe with Doctor.— 
Sapp. What have you done? 
Bomb. Ves, Madam. | 
Sapp. Why then to make the Piece com- 
n oy pleat 


* 


"ah ToaTursTertznd: 7 or, 


Prince Prittyman. 


5 Vb. No we'll ſmell of, and. vou ſhall be 


he Roſe. 


| Sapp. But this is all odd, whimlical, and. 
— think fooliſh... _ | 5 
Bomb. Tis ſo, Madam, but i it can t bn too 
Fooliſh for this Age—Come, follow, me, and 
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pleat you ſhould both hop off like Bays ant! 
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